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ASK YOUR GROCER 
FOR 

Woodford Pumpkin and Corn 
Lowney’s Chocolate and Cocoa 
Huyler’s Chocolate and Cocoa 
Blue Ribbon Olive Oil 
Blue Ribbon Salad Dressing 
Blue Ribbon Olives 
Sleepy Eye Cream Flour 
America’s Cup Coffee 

Oakford&F ahnestock 


FISHER’S 

Baking Powder 

A Peoria Product 

In the market for a half century 
Prepared from pure Grape Cream Tartar 
Unexcelled in purity and economy 

On sale at all first class Grocers in Peoria 

Wc arc headquarters for Chile-con-came materials, 
Fisher's Chile-Spice, Chiltomaline, Frijoles, 
Cumenos, Oreganos, Garlic. 

Free recipe books containing a large number of 
recipes for the popular Mexican dishes. 


ROWCLIFFE 

THE DRUGGIST 

Keeps fine Candies, Perfumes and 
Druggist Sundries 
Fine Box Papers, Tablets 
Stationery, etc. 


1501 MAIN ST. PEORIA, ILL 


SAY! 


r 


There’s only 
one more 
week of 
school. 


Is 

YOUR 

Tech 

Subscription 


Paid? j 


The 

Uplands Hardware Store 

2126 MAIN STREET 
RUDOLPH STREHLOW, Prop. 

Roller and Ice Skates 
Builder’s Hardware 
Slate and Tin Roofing 
Lenox Steel Furnace 
and General Repairing 


CALL US 


Both Phones 600 
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Everything New and Modern 

Plenty of Clean Linen 

We wish yon a prosperous year and solicit a portion 

of yonr patronage 

CLARK - - The Barber 


ONLY THREE BLOCKS FROM SCHOOL 
Corner University and Main Sts. 


Ibamilton’s Mery 

New Location: 2122 MAIN ST* 

Buy a Cream Puff 

Buy a Cookie 

Buy a Pie 

HAMILTON has 'em 

Every one 

Say I! 

Palace Eivery 

Prompt and efficient 
Service 

E. 3. Sammis, General manager 

Both Phones 3320 

216-220 North Adams Street, Peoria, III. 

109 S. ADAMS ST* 

/J ' Peoria, III. 

MAIN ST. 

yj ('Peoria.m. 

HOME-MADE CANDIES, LIGHT 

HOME-MADE CANDIES, 

LUNCHES, ICE CREAM AND 

NOON-DAY LUNCHES 

ICE CREAM SODA 

Ice Cream and Fancy Egg Drinks 

The Popular Bakery of the City of Peoria 

LOANS REAL ESTATE 

?red Uan Hi wick 

Bourland $ Bailey 

Popular Price 

Investment Bankers 

J11 S. Jefferson Ave. 

MORTGAGES FOR SALE 

tailor 

MONEY TO LOAN ON REAL ESTATE 

209 S. Jldams St. 

Dime Savings and Trust Co. Building 

Prices $28.00 and up 

Peoria, Illinois 

Phone Main 1296..Peoria 
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Carriages Carriages Carriages 

Give us your orders 

We give you the service 

Bradley students special attention 

Peoria Livery Co. 

BOTH PHONES 3315 wVrS"L 517-519 FULTON ST. 

The Fountain at 

Cbe Cecb Pharmacy 

has opened. 

Come and get one of your favorite drinks. 

2128 MAIN STREET 

J. H.KUHL 

GROCER 

Richelieu. PurePoods 
Chase & Sanborn’s 
Coffee and Tea 

EAT JONE’S SAUSAGE 

Ja A. J. REACH 

Base Ball Goods 

Rfc J Louisville Slugger Bats 

m m Claflin Base Ball Shoes 

Y'A Big Stock Tennis Goods 

JJf Best Tennis Balls, 3 for $1.00 

Fishing Tackle to catch all kinds of Fish 

PORTMAN’SGUN STORE 

120 NORTH ADAMS STREET 


llEWlS 

fffi SINGLE 

W BINDER S 

f UGHTOSCIMI ] 

| You Pay 10c. 

1 for Cigars 

Not so Good. 

^XF. P. LEWIS Peoria. Ill J 

Dr. Cbas. R. Brobst 

Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat 

SURGEON 

(■lasses Fitted 

Office Phone, Main 702 

Res. Phone, Main 994 

Observatory Building. Peoria, III. 

Capital paid in, $ 200,000.00 

Surplus fund 125,000.00 

Deposits 2,300,000.00 

THE 

Central IRational ®anl? 

or PEORIA 

Designated Depositary of the 

U. S. Government 

Accounts of students and of others connected 
with the Institute are especially solicited. 

SAVINGS ACCOUNTS RECEIVED 
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Brable^ flbol^tecbruc Unstitute 

In Affiliation With the University of Chicago 


I—SCHOOL OF ARTS AND SCIENCES 

SIX YEAR COURSES 

Extending from end of Common 
School to end of second year in 
College. w 

Instruction in Biology, Chemistry, Cooking and Serving of Foods, Drawing (Freehand and 
Mechanical!, Engineering, English, German and French, History and Civics, 

Eatin and Greek, Manual Arts (W’oodwork, Metalwork, 

Machine Shop, Electrical Construction Etc.,) 

Mathematics, Physics, Sewing 
and Household Arts. 

Special courses for those who wish to become 
Teachers of Manual Training or Domestic Economy. 


II—HOROLOGICAL DEPARTMENT 

A school for Practical Instruction 
in Watchmaking and Allied Trades. 

Departments; Watchwork, Engraving, Jewelry, Optics. 

Instruction at the Bench , supplemented bj class work and lectures. 

Watchmakers and Jewelers in need of competent assistants are invited to correspond 
with the Horological School. 


For Catalogues and further iniormation address 

THEODORE C. BURGESS, Director, 

Bradley Polytechnic Institute, 

PEORIA, ILLINOIS 
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Youthful Independence Preserved in Our Spring Styles 

While young men’s clothes are not as flashy this Spring as they were last season, 
nevertheless our tailors have held to dashing and original lines. The reason is 
obvious. Young men want something different and we intend that they shall have 
it. A classier collection of young men’s clothes has never been set before the 
Peoria public than our faddish and conservative models in suits. 

Ask particularly to see our new electric shades of gray. Some call them “irides¬ 
cent” gray. Whatever be the name, they are the handsomest gray tones we have 
ever seen in masculine apparel, and they have the additional merit of being ex¬ 
clusive. A case in point is our display of suits at $20. Nothing 
so distinctive is to be had in Peoria at that price. Others at $10 to $32.50 


Stylish Headgear 
$2 to $3.50 

Manhattan Shirts 
$1.50 to $2.50 



Summer Neckwear 
25c. to $1.00 

Fancy Hosiery 
25c. to 75c. 


What Makes a Bank 


Strong? 

In judging a bank always remember that it is capital, 
surplus and undivided profits that give security to the 
depositor, because that money is what stands be¬ 
tween you as a depositor and any possible shrinkage 
in the securities held by the bank. 

Few banks in Central Illinois have a larger margin 
of safety than THE FIRST NATIONAL BANK 
OF PEORIA, which, with the watchful interest of 
a very capable and conservative board of directors 
and the constant inspection of the comptroller of the 
currency, has built up here one of the great financial 
institutions in the central part of Illinois, one whose 
CAPITAL, SURPLUS AND PROFITS of over 
$800,000.00 give assurance of absolute security and 
account for our more than $3,400,000.00 of deposits. 

She jfirst IHational Saab 

Of Ipcoria 


Dime Savings 

and Crust Co. 

113 South Jefferson Jive. 

$250,000.00 

Cash Capital 

Rents Boxes in Safety Vault 
Lends Money on Real Estate 
Pays Interest on Savings 

Geo. W. Curtis, Pres.; John E. Keene, Vice-Pres.. 
Frederick H. Smith, Vice-Pres.; John P. Durkin, Sec.; 
T. B. Wissing, Cashier; Frank Meyer, Treas.; Clifton 
W. Frazier, Attorney; Wm. Jack, Counsel. 


ALPHABETICAL LIST OF ADVERTISERS 


C. C. Adams & Co. 

B. &M. 

Bourland & Bailey 
Dr. C. H. Brobst 
The Beehive Press 
P. A. Bergner 

Bradley Polytechnic Institute 
Central National Bank 
Central Livery Co. 

Cole Bros. 

E. Clark 

Comstock-Avery Furniture Co. 

The Colonial 

Cluett, Peabody & Co. 

Dime Savings & Trust Co. 
Douglas Shoe Store 

D. J. Furrey 

Chas. Fisher Drug Co. 


First National Bank 
Mrs. K. L. Goodman 
Gmelich & Co. 

Hunter & Strehlow 
O. S. Hamilton 
Edw. Hine &Co. 

Home Savings & State Bank 
Wm. Hassel 
James Huxtable 
Jacquin & Co. 

Adolph Klein 

J. H. Kuhl 

C. Loveridge 

Frank P. Lewis 

The Model Clothing Co. 

McMeen Electric Co. 

Nicholson Bros. 

Oakford & Fahnestock 


Peoria Livery Co. 

Peoria Tent & Awning Co. 
Peoria Conservatory of Music 
Palace Livery 
G. N. Portman 

Peoria Printing & Stationery Co. 
Pfeiffer Crockery Co. 

J. F. Rowcliffe 
Schipper & Block 
John C. Streibich 
Rudolph Strehlow 
A. Schradzki & Co. 

Spalding and Bros. 

Chas. Trefzger 
Fred Van Alwick 
Walter Wyatt 
Younglove & Singer 
The Tech Pharmacy 
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THE GHOST AT WOODCOURT 


On the porch of a little house which stood 
far back from a wide, white, road in the shadows 
of enormous loquest trees, there sat an elderly 
man. He sat up very straight in his chair and 
his whole bearing was marked by that unap¬ 
proachable dignity with which parental authority 
refuses to humor the whims of childhood. 

"Let it be understood,” he said firmly, "From 
now on under no circumstances whatever are 
you to set your foot on the grounds of Wood- 
court.” 

The vines that twined about the porch pillars 
and shut out all but little blue flakes of the 
western and eastern sky, stirred. The child who 
sat on the porch railing played with them, run¬ 
ning her hands along and feeling their cool 
tendrils slip through her fingers. Her mouth 
was sullen and her blue eyes were filled with 
tears. 

"I-I have a very good reason for wishing to 
go there because I want to see the cemetery. 

The man in the chair started. "What reason 
under the sun have you for going there?” he 
exclaimed in a queer tone. 

The girl lifted her head and looked at him. 

"Tom Harding told me that—that my name 
was there written on a stone with the birth and 
death dates, Father; my name, Evelyn Wood- 
court Deane, and I want to see if it really is.” 

Mr. Deane smiled in a peculiar manner. 

"There was an Evelyn Woodcourt Deane, 
my child, for whom you were named. She 
died many years ago.” 

For a moment the child hesitated, pensively 


watching a humming bird move from one 
honey suckle blossom to another. 

"Tom says that the date of the birth was ten 
years ago last June eleventh,” she said at last. 
"And—” 

Mr. Deane raised his hand. "No further 
argument upon this question,” he commanded 
sternly, "Your mother chose to name you, 
Evelyn Woodcourt after your unfortunate aunt” 
he hesitated. "As to the cemetery, it does not 
concern us what names or dates are there, and 
I forbid you to go.” 

The girl slid down from the porchrail and 
stood on the steps a moment. The sun falling 
on her hair seemed to set it blazing with brill¬ 
iant, red gold flames. Her beautiful little face 
was proud and willful, her mouth unhappy, 
her eyes sullen. 

"I will go to Woodcourt,” she muttered under 
her breath, "I will go to-night.” 

The wide, white road which stretched west¬ 
ward for five miles from the little village of 
Woodcourt, turned abruptly and extended on 
to the north, white and wide. But at the turn, 
two massive gates of iron, fantastically wrought 
in ornate patterns and hung from huge stone 
posts, spanned it. Into the tangle of woods on 
either side of the road a high, cold, impassable 
wall of stone cut its way and disappeared. 
Here the ladies of Woodcourt were wont to 
turn back their carriages full of guests,' with a 
sigh and the words, "We cannot go any farther. 
That large mansion which shows a little between 
the branches of the trees is Woodcourt castle. 
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Once the road was left open through to the 
other side of the woods, but now Judge Wood- 
court keeps the gates locked all the time." 

For but one human being in the world, passed 
through the gates, and so cold and stony had 
he become that he had almost ceased to be 
human. Every day Judge Woodcourt drove 
his black horses through the iron gates. Every 
day he returned from the village post-office, his 
lean, cold face stern and mask like—and the 
gates clanged shut behind him. 

But the tom-boy Evelyn, or "Ever/’ as her 
comrade Tom Harding called her, had dis¬ 
covered a hidden entrance to the ground, after 
fighting her way along the foot of the wall for 
almost a mile, crawling along on her hands and 
knees over moss covered rocks and under thick 
tangles of wild grape vines and thorn briers, she 
had come to a beautiful little grotto or cave 
one on each side of the wall. On the other 
side of the wall the ground descended in rocky 
ledges to the floor of the cave, and over this, 
forming a miniature cascade, sparkling water 
dashed upon a crevice in the rocks below and 
disappeared. 

Mr. Deane, however, had learned of her dis¬ 
covery on the very day when Tom had come 
tearing back from a short exploration to exclaim 
breathlessly, "O gee, Ever, there’s a dinky little 
cemetery over there! Its got your name on one 
of the stones—Evelyn Woodcourt Dean, born 

18-and died 19-. That must be you, 

sure. Oh-h, you’d better not go there, or 
you’ll see your own ghost as live as yourself !" 

But her father’s stern command never to go 
to Woodcourt again only added the spice of 
danger and adventure to the trip and it was with 
no hesitation she climbed down from a back 
window and ran swiftly out the back gate. 
Before she had reached the arbor which led into 
the cemetery, Tom came running to meet her. 
"Don’t come any farther, Ever, he panted, 
"We’d better get out of here as quick as ever 
we can. I was over there trying to hook some 
cherries and along came Dad and Ma walking 
swift, I tell you, and talking swifter." 

"Why Tom, what are you driving at?" 


"Don’t interrupt me and I’ll tell you. They 
were talking about you and the Judge, and Ma 
grabs Dad and says, Jt’s judgment, I tell you, 
its judgment, and if you don’t tell—’" 

"Tom, I can’t get head or tail—" 

"Don’t interrupt me !" 

"They stopped under the cherry tree 
to catch their breath a moment, ’cause Ma 
almost fell down, and they’d seen a ghost, and 
the ghost was your mother—’cause that aint 
your mother and father that your living with, 
but your uncle and aunt. Anyhow I didn’t dare 
let out a squeak for fear I’d get a lickin." 

"Well, what about my mother, Tom," asked 
Evelyn turning pale. 

"Don’t interrupt—a long time ago they 
thought the Judge was dead and he came back 
as lively as an alarm clock, and your Ma went 
crazy, and you died and was buried, and your 
father took you to your uncle to get you away 
from your Ma—and oh gee! it’s mixed. But 
we’ve got to get out of here quick." 

He seized her hand and tried to pull her 
along, but pale and bewildered she shook him 
off, and stood gazing through the arbor. 

"I suppose you are the one who is crazy," 
she said slowly, "But somehow I—I—seem to 
remember—being carried along, years ago." 

"Oh, come on Ever," Tom begge'd, pulling 
at her skirt. "The gates will be closed and the 
dogs loose and the ghost—oh gee 

He dropped her dress and ran breathlessly 
down the path to the grotto. "Holy Cow, girl!" 
gasped Tom, "The gates are locked. Oh 
what shall we do, we’ll be gobbled alive— 
wowl 

"Why, I’m not afraid at all," said Evelyn. 
"I think its great fun. We’ll just climb a tree 
and see what happens." 

Although the desire to be witness to what 
might happen in a haunted cemetery at night 
did not appeal to Tom, there seemed to be no 
alternative, so he climbed hastily up to his former 
perch in the cherry tree and pulled Evelyn up 
after him. 

"Let's shut our eyes," he whispered. 

"No, sir," declared Evelyn, "I’m going to 
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keep mine open—Oh there goes judge Wood- 
court, look! He’s coming this way. Look at 
his face. It’s as white as a sheet.” 

"Oh I’ll bet the ghost’s after him,” whispered 
Tom, hugging the limb in intense excitement. 

"Silly, ghosts always wear white dresses, and 
who’d climb a tree in white unless they had to.” 

An old man with a white haggard face and 
white hair streaming back from a high, thin 
forehead ran madly through the arbor under the 
cherry tree beneath the children and around the 
bend toward the big gate. At the gate he 
stopped a minute, fumbled in his pockets for a 
key, opened the gate and without shutting it, 
continued his flight down the broad white road. 
A few minutes later he stood on Deane’s front 
porch, banging the brass knocker with loud 
persistence. 

" Woodcourt.” 

Deane alwost dropped the night-lamp in his 
surprise. 

"Get a coat and come with me, Deane,” the 
Judge commanded hoarsely. 

The ten o’clock chime was ringing its fourth 
tone. Before the sixth, the two men had passed 
through the gate and were walking swiftly down 
the white moonlit road to Woodcourt. 

"I was coming through the cemetery and 
there, my heavens! who did I see but my sister 
Evelyn, bending over the little grave that I 
made.” 

"It was her child’s death that caused her to 
loose her mind, was it not ?” asked Deane. 

"It was your wretched brother’s deceit,” 
cried the Judge. 

"He knew very well that I was not dead and 
he deliberately deceived Evelyn in order to 
persuade her to marry him.” 

"Pardon me, but was it not your obstinacy 
that drove my unhappy brother to adopt tha t 
method?” 

"Obstinacy!! Deane, I shall not quarrel 
with you because of what your brother did, but 
before you judge you had better hear the other 
side.” 

"I have often wished to, but my brother dis¬ 
appeared completely for three months and then 


we received a telegram saying that he died in 
Panama. I could not get details from him and 
of course to ask you was impossible and really 
none of my business.” 

"I do not mind telling you at all. My sister 
and I had always loved one another most 
tenderly and when my father died, leaving all 
the property to me, on the condition that we 
live together at Woodcourt, we were well satis¬ 
fied. But another clause in the will provided 
that if Evelyn should marry before my death, 
all the estate should go to her children, and I 
should leave the estate penniless. Evelyn 
lovingly promised me never to marry at all 
unless I should die. Then your scapegrace of 
a brother fell in love with her and she loved 
him. But because I knew him too well and 
did not dare entrust Evelyn’s happiness to him, 
I held her to her promise, and that seemed to 
end the affair. 

"A few months later, I went abroad and was 
quite ill for some time in Paris. Your brother 
deceived my sister, letters miscarried, and she 
married him thinking I was dead. 

"I admit that Arthur was a black sheep.” 

“My return three years afterward was naturally 
a great shock to Evelyn’s nerves, and in her 
grief and anger at having been thus deceived, 
she violently ordered Deane to leave here. He 
did so, took the child with him and neither 
were ever seen again.” 

"He thought Mrs. Deane was crazy and that 
she would try to kill the child.” 

"The shock gave Evelyn a high fever, and 
in her delirium she continually mourned about 
her child, and wished it dead rather than out in 
the world motherless and with that father. 

The physician thought that if she could have 
that wish apparently granted, her fever would 
abate and her senses regain their balance, later, 
when in strong health, she could know the 
truth. I made the little grave and we let her 
see it. Alas, it was a mad piece of folly. She 

became violently insane and has been at- 

for eight years.” 

"Woodcourt,” said Deane, gently and in a 
(Continued on page 10) 
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The Tech 


PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY THE 
STUDENTS OF 

BRADLEY POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTE 


Entered in Post Office at Peoria, Ill., as second-class matter 


they cannot do is shown by the contents of this 
TECH. We hope (so do the Seniors) that 
their literature will appeal to all who may look 
forward to that state of semi-freedom and late 
nights that comes with the Senior year. What 
they have done here is symbolical of what they 
will do. 


G. Gordon Kellar, ’io .Editor-in-Chief 

Roy A. Keller, 09.Business Manager 

Staff: 


Harry J. Klotz, To . . 
Bess Morris, ’o8 
Ralph E. Seymour. ’09 
EllenA. Muir. '08 
Roger Schenck, Ti 
Robert Plowe, ’09 . . 
Irene Lidle,’09 . . . . 
Lionel Boniface . . 

Otto Davison, Ti . . . 


Associate Editor 


Local Editors 


.Athletic Editor 

Social and Alumni Editor 

.Freshmen Editor 

.Staff Artist 


Subscription 


75c Per Year 
10c. Single Copy 


All communications should be addressed to The Tech. 
Bradley Polytechnic Institute, Peoria, Ill. 


The last TECH for this year is out. We 
hope we have pleased you, for the staff has 
done their best. Our troubles are over—so 
are yours. But at the same time we feel that 
we have obtained an immense amount of satis¬ 
faction from the work. The management of a 
school paper gets closer to the school body as 
a whole than do any other two students. We 
are sorry if we have left any hard feelings be¬ 
hind us. If you have any, stop and think 
whether they are justified. Editorial work is 
not all glory. In fact that part is the most 
hollow of all. So with a hope that the '09-’10 
Tech will be a decided success, we say farewell 
to the student body of this year. 


Have you paid your subscription? The bills 
are piling in thick and fast—not dollar bills 
either. We want to get the TECH up-to-date 
by the 16th. Do your part and we will be 
eternally obliged. 


This issue of the TECH is devoted to the 
Seniors of Bradley. What they can do or what 


The Editor wishes to thank heartily the fol¬ 
lowing students of Bradley (other than the 
staff) for contributions to different departments 
of The TECH during the year 1908-1909: 
Joseph Bailey, 

Myra H. King, 

Edward Munns, 

Carl Pfeffinger, 

Ralph Jackson, 

Elaine Jack, 

Vivian Boniface, 

Robert C. Craig, 

Miriam F. Buckley, 

Asa M. Brown, 

Charles A. Atwood, 

Roy A. Keller. 


The Editor desires to make known to his 
staff his appreciation of what they have done 
in the getting out of the nine issues of ’()8-’09 
TECH. He may have appeared unthankful 
and testy and overeager for copy at times, but 
it is with an humble and contrite heart that he 
confesses these things and asks to be forgiven. 
The Editor appreciates fully to what pains the 
Business Manager and staff have gone for this 
year's TECH. He realizes that both the verbal 
and the printed method of showing appreciation 
is very small. For these reasons, he wishes to 
make his expressions as strong as possible. 
Words can convey only a certain amount. 


Since custom has dictated that the last num¬ 
ber of each volume of the TECH be devoted to 
the Senior Class, and since the management has 
seen fit to adhere to this custon, believing it a 
good one, most of the departments of the regu- 
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lar TECH have been cut out. But the impor¬ 
tance of the Annual Intercollegiate Track meet, 
which occurs at Bradley every year, cannot be 
overlooked, hence the records made have been 
put down. This gives those desiring to cpm- 
pare the records of other years with those of 
the present, the opportunity. The results of 
the meet is as well known by this time is Knox 
36 yi, Bradley 20/4, Monmouth 19, Wesleyan 
16, Illinois College 10, Milliken 7/4, Illinois 
Normal 4, Lincoln 3, Hedding 1, Eureka 0. 

The events are as follows: 

100-yard dash—Plowe, Bradley; Wyatt, 
Lincoln; Weber, Illinois College: Time 10 4 /s 

120-yard hurdles—Hinchliff, Knox; Miller, 
Knox; Wright, Illinois College: Time 17Vs. 

Mile Run—Hartsock, Monmouth; Kenmel, 
Wesleyan; Johnson, Monmouth: Time 4:52. 

440-yard Run—Flint, Wesleyan; Turnbull, 
Monmouth; Gates, Knox: Time 55 2 /s. 

Half Mile Run—Westervelt, Wesleyan; 
Willard, Knox; Freeze, Wesleyan: Time 2:10. 

220-yard hurdle—Hunter, Bradley; Miller, 
Knox; Hinchliff, Knox: Time 28. 

220-yard dash—Eaton, Kncfx; Weber, Illinois 
College; Plowe, Bradley: Time 24 1 /s. 

Shot Put—Smith, Knox; Hargitt, Illinois 
Normal; Flint, Wesleyan: Distance 40 ft. 9 in. 

Hammer throw—T. B. Myers, Milliken; 
Smith, Knox; Hargitt, Illinois Normal: Dis¬ 
tance 117 ft. 7 in. 

Discus Throw—Amsworth, Illinois College; 
Gates, Knox; Ward, Hedding: Distance 111 ft. 

Pole vault—Ferguson, Monmouth; Palmer, 
Knox; Ward, Danforth, Wesleyan: Height 10ft. 

Broad Jump—McClanahan, Monmouth; 
Ebaugh, Bradley; L. N. Myers, Milliken: 
Distance 21 ft. 2 in. 

High Jump—Conway, Bradley; Lawton, 
Knox; Niers, Milliken: Height 6 ft. 6J{ in. 



Seen a card attached to a bunch of flowers 
on a newly made grave—"Congratulations and 
best wishes.’’ 

Una (becoming excited at a ball game)— 
“Gee, can’t they have two runners on one base?” 

“Dutch” Strehlow says that every time he 
shuts his umbrella some one gets a hit. He 
thinks he’ll keep it going up and down pretty 
often after this. 

Myrtle G (listening to a man singing)—“Oh, 
I wish I had a voice like that man.” 


Shoop (in the midst of a Chemistry experi¬ 
ment)—“Pull down that window about two 
cubic centimeters.” 

Dog seen hovering near Donley. Mac yells 
out, “Hey you dog, there’s no meat around 
there”—and the dog leaves. 

Chem. again—Miss Balke—“Please give me 
a barette (burette) Mr. Ashman.” 

Dr. Ashman (laughing)—“Er-er-I haven’t 
any.” 

Myrtle L. (after a rainstorm)—“Isn’t it hard 
to be dignified when you’re soaked ?” 


Miss Reed (earnestly)—“One thing about Mr. 
Donley is the fact that he never bluffs.” 


I 
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The fact that our Mr. Bennett has a reputa¬ 
tion abroad as well as at home is shown by an 
article in one of the foremost manual training 
magazines of London. This paper prints the 
picture of Mr. Bennett and devotes some two 
pages to synopsis of his life and work. We are 
indeed glad to know that the head of the 
Manual Arts Department was appreciated in his 
recent travels through Europe. 

Mr. Evans (speaking to his unusually spirited 
descriptive Geometry class)—‘‘Hold on, I don’t 
want you to degenerate into a Senior class too 
soon.’’ 

Bradley is growing. The latest evidence is 
the formation of a Bradley Club at the Univer¬ 
sity of Illinois, through the efforts of Mr. 
Crawshaw and others. Mr. Henry Truitt’10, 
was elected President, while Mr. Robert M. 
Spurck ’08, holds the position of Secretary. 

Wooing by Letters. 

He—“I love U.” 

She—“C here, F U don’t stop, U J, I’ll call 
mother.” 

He—“Y?” 

She—“G; Its E Z 2 C U R 2 Q-rious.” 

He—“Will U B mine?” 

She—(Falling on his neck)—“O U kid.” 

Fair Customer—"Is this color genuine?” 

Gallant Clerk—"As genuine as the roses on 
your cheeks, madam.” 

Fair Customer—"Hm—er—show me some¬ 
thing else.”— Ex. 


Bobby—"Mother, what’s that black band 
around Mr. Jenks’ arm for?” 

Mother—"Hush dear, he might hear you. 
Mrs. Jenks is dead; that is a sign of mourning.” 

Bobby—"Oh! I thought perhaps it was to 
keep the caterpillers from crawling up his 
body.”— Ex. 

Optimist—"Pleasant weather overhead.” 

Pessimist—"Ye—es, trouble is, so few going 
that way.”— Ex. 


(Continued from page 7) 

changed tone, "I never knew—I—hardly know 
how to tell you. Sir—on the night of your 
return, Arthur brought the child to me and left 
her. He said your sister was insane and wanted 
to kill both him and the child. I promised to 
care for the child and keep you from finding 
her. One of the servants overheard us, but she 
too was sworn to secrecy. Evelyn is still alive 
and is thought to be my daughter.” 

The Judge looked for a moment into Deane’s 
eyes, his face was drawn and white. "And I 
never knew,” he said sadly, “The child was 
not a mile away—not a mile away.” His head 
fell forward on his chest. Ten years seemed 
to pass over his head. He walked with the 
halting step of an old man. 

“And now you say you have seen her here?” 
asked Deane, gently taking his arm. 

The old man raised his head wearily. “Yes 
I saw her and came to get you to see what you 
could do. She has escaped, but in what con¬ 
dition no one knows.” 

They passed through the iron gates arm in 
arm. Before the entrance to the grotto the 
Judge stopped and sank to his knees. Through 
the trees they beheld a white-draped woman, 
digging small holes, putting in them imaginary 
plants and pressing down the earth with long 
white fingers. A chill ran through his frame, 
but with a resolute effort he cleared his voice, 
“Evelyn Woodcourt,” he ventured in a low 
tone. Not by the slightest motion did the 
woman indicate that she had heard. He tried 
again in a louder tone, but with no effect. He 
turned to Woodcourt. The Judge was still on 
his knees. “Call to her, Woodcourt,” he said 
gently. 

The judge raised his head, and his haggard 
face in the white moonlight was no less ghastly 
than the figure at the mound. His lips moved, 
but no sound came from them. With a tre¬ 
mendous effort he arose to his feet and tottered 
toward her. 

“Evelyn!” he cried. 

For a second the woman paused in her 
monotonous task—for a second Deane held his 
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breath. Then she went on again, digging little 
holes and patting them down with her hands. 
The judge collapsed upon the ground. 

Deane started forward, then stood frozen to 
the spot by a benumbing terror which held him 
helpless! From the grotto another white-clad 
figure, the figure of a child came forth into the 
moonlight and stood on the opposite side of the 
mound. 

“Mother!” 

The woman arose slowly. “I knew I would 
find you, dearie. I—I—am coming—coming 
—dearie—mama is coming to her baby—” 
“Mother!” All the passionate longing of 
the little motherless child burst forth in that 
one cry. 

“Yes, dearie—I—am—feeling my way 
along. It is a long, dark, way, baby—but I 
am coming—mama is coming—my baby’s 
voice! Where are you, dearie?” 

A small hand stretched quickly across the 
mound, clasped the trembling fingers tightly. 
At their touch a shrill cry burst from her lips: 
“My child!” 

The alienists for miles around Woodcourt 
were deeply interested in the case of a patient 

who had escaped from -asylum and had 

recovered her reason under very striking cir¬ 
cumstances. But Evelyn and her mother, to 
whom that night in the cemetery seemed only 
a far away dream, were happy again in the 
mansion and the iron gates were opened wide. 

M. H. K., ’10. 

if 

. . • • .) • . 1 

NAUGHTY-NINE. 

For six long years through Bradley’s spacious 
halls 

The class of naughty-nine her way has trod; 
And now has come the time to say farewell. 
Our deeds were great. For e’en in Junior 
days 

In fights with Senior hordes our strength pre¬ 
vailed. 

Then trembling Juniors next with timid glance 


Surveyed our deeds. Our pennants floated 
high 

And spread their folds with calm majestic mien 
O’er Bradley Hall’s fair towers. And on play 
night 

They held the place of honor and of fame. 

The bleachers too were painted blue and white 
And on the Gym we covered up the name 
Of nineteen-ten so none could see; and placed 
Above the fairer one of naughty-nine, 

So that in days to come posterity 
Should view the famous work of naughty-nine 
And should extol on high the blue and white 
And tell her deeds. And all should stand 
amazed 

And wonder at her worth. So in farewell 
We’ll fill the glass and drink to naughty-nine. 

Here’s to the naught-nines of Bradley; 
Here’s to the white and the blue; 

Here’s to the class of all classes. 

Loyal to Bradley and true. 

Drink to the health of our future, 

Bright may it be, pure and bright, 

Free from all stains and all evils, 

Noted for things that are right. 

Drink to the health of our Bradley, 

Cheer her with heart, soul and might, 
Give three hurras for the naught-nines, 
Three for the blue and the white. 

Melitta Magaret, ’09. 

if 

HISTORY OF CLASS OF 1909. 

Time, in his onward flight, has brot the class 
of 1909 to the close of six years in Bradley. 
In the words of the Good Book, “They seem 
but a few days, for the love we have for her;” 
but many and varied have been the changes 
wrought during this time. 

Then come with me thru memorie’s hall 
And note the pictures on Bradley’s wall. 
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The first picture presents a group of eighty, 
happy boys and girls who gathered in the fall 
of 1903 from the four cardinal points to add 
interest to Bradley as well as lustre and fame. 
One glance at this picture reminds us of the 
sad fact that but eight of the original number 
remain to tell the tale. We almost cry out, in 
despair, “Where, oh, where have our classmates 
gone?” As we gaze, almost every face recalls 
something of interest in our early experience at 
Bradley. There was Will Hudson—nick¬ 
named “Billy Wise,” because he was looked 
upon by the girls as a bright and shining star, 
the only light which shone bright enough for 
us to see, since in those days, Freshmen dared 
not enjoy the shade of the “pair” trees (then 
merely twigs). This was due to the attitude of 
the faculty on the segregation of sexes, a fact 
little heeded, however, by our own Jimmy 
Wilton, who seemed an exception to all rules. 

We, on account of our unassuming attitude, 
escaped many of the trials of the Freshmen. 
The girls seemed to be able to avoid the sneers 
and hazing of the Sophomores better than the 
boys. Our chief difficulty lay in our inability 
to distinguish the new teachers from the dig¬ 
nified (?) Seniors, for in addition to Miss 
Scullin and Miss Harper, there were Messrs. 
Lawrence, Stearns, Logan, Jett and Knott, who, 
to distinguish themselves formed the famous 
“Pentagan”. These forces combined and 
created such a disturbance that even Uncle 
Sam took a hand in affairs and established the 
Weather Bureau at our very door, perhaps that 
he might more easily settle sudden squalls. 

Although we were considered too insignifi¬ 
cant, during our first year, to be allowed to in¬ 
dulge in many of the functions that were going 
on about us, such as the Friday afternoon hops 
and social clubs, nevertheless it was a bright 
and happy year. One affair in which we were 
allowed to participate was in the initiation of 
Dr. Burgess. He was filling the position made 
vacant by Dean Sission who had been granted 
a year’s leave of absence. In the Spring, when 
Dean Sission’s intentions of not returning were 
learned by the board, Dr. Burgess was chosen 


as the director. The next day one of Wright’s 
grocery wagons was secured at noon, the 
students all assembled in front of school and as 
Dr. Burgess came from his office to start home, 
two of the senior boys met and escourted him 
on their shoulders, then the crowd to the 
wagon and then the student body took it upon 
themselves to escort him to his home. 

Our second picture reveals a few new faces, 
only two of which number proved to have 
staying qualities, the same being Anna Bibo and 
Fred Causey. As we linger around this picture 
we recall a game of “Ring-around-a-rosie,” 
which we were actually bold enough to start at 
the faculty reception. This was due in part to 
the fact that the boys and girls were permitted 
a little closer intercoursse with each other. 
We were in the same classes and in order that 
the girls might overcome their bashfulness, 
Robert Mann originated the plan of the boys 
going to class early and taking possession of 
every other chair, thus giving the girls no 
chance to set together. 

Gazing upon the next picture, we find but 
one new student among our ranks, Glenn 
Ebaugh. However we find many changes in 
the faculty. Among the new ones were two, 
whose names have become “as familiar as 
household words,” namely, Misses Duncan 
and McLaughlin. Long may they flourish, 
whether by the same names or not. 

Our fourth picture shows five new faces, 
those of Ella Westlake, Bertha Baughman, 
David Harris, Roy Kellar and Carl Pfeffinger, 
alias “Pfef,” whose father decided to see what 
Bradley could do for his son. By this time our 
relationship to Bradley was such that we were 
regarded quite essential both for the educational 
and social administration of affairs. 

This picture brot visions of class organiza¬ 
tion, class spirit and yells and an academic 
diploma, which certified to our rights in this 
line. A somber hue is cast upon this picture 
as we recall the parting of the ways, for there 
were many whose places would know them no 
more forever. Some there were who sought 
higher education in distant schools, some 
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launched their crafts on the sea of active life 
and one, following the example of many of the 
faculty, ventured upon the sea of matrimony. 

Wandering thru the halls of memory we 
come to the fifth picture, which is one of varied 
hue. The foreground shows some of the 
same faces but bearing marks, not so much of 
age, as of hard work and responsibility. The 
background shows a group of new-comers bear¬ 
ing a streamer marked, “Bound for Bradley/’ 
The question, “Who are these in bright ar¬ 
ray?” brings forth the reply, “These are they 
that have come up out of much tribulation 
from the Peoria High School,” to join the 
ranks of ’09 and share the common weal or 
woe. To the left is a terminal and alighting 
from it is Marie Knapp who has distinguished 
herself in Bradley plays and in all musical 
entertainments and no less (ies) has she lorded 
it over us in automobiling. To the right in the 
background is a train arriving from the east, 
bearing one whose interest henceforth was to be 
centered in the class of ’09. He was none 
other than our own Si. 

This picture is fraught with unusual interest 
for it recalls a year of ceaseless activities and 
varied interests. In the absence of Miss Bart¬ 
lett, Miss Duncan became “Dean of Women.” 
Class organization came early in the year. 
After much wire pulling and lobbying the 
election of officers resulted as follows: Pres¬ 
ident, Robert Plowe; Vice-President, Lester 
Byron; Treasurer, Henry Truitt; Secretary, 
Edith Love. Henceforth we were to glory in 
the colors blue and white. 

In due time snow covered the ground of our 
loved city and a sleigh ride was in order, and a 
howling good time was the result. Shortly 
afterwards, right royally did the Seniors enter¬ 
tain us at a masquerade, when Cush and Sliver 
distinguished themselves in the “light fan¬ 
tastic.” 

For weeks the Seniors had haunted us day 
and night that any attempt to display the Blue 
and White on the flag pole might be futile, but 
alas, in an unguarded moment the victorious 
Juniors hoisted an enormous pennant and the 


blue and white floated over Bradley until after 
ten o’clock in the morning. 

In May the Juniors chartered a car and took 
the Seniors to a picnic at Glen Oak. The 
chaperons were almost as good as those we had 
at the sleigh-ride, those were non est, these 
were out of sight. 

In due time and all too quickly, came con¬ 
vocation night, when our chief delight was not 
to torture the departing Seniors whose shoes we 
were so soon to step into, but just to add a 
little spice to their departure. To show that 
we were willing to bury the hatchet, we fol¬ 
lowed them to Mossville and returned in com¬ 
pany with them, thus smoking the pipe of 
peace. 

This picture showed the long talked of 
“Gym” actually rearing its walls heavenward. 
Amen and Amen! 

We approach with solemnity, almost akin 
to reverence, the last picture. A beautiful sky 
overhead, a clear calm lake, and on it the craft 
of ’09, with streamers floating, is approaching 
the shore, bearing thirty hopeful yet serious 
students of Bradley Hall. This brings many, 
many things to mind. 

Class reorganization gave us as officers: 
President, Robert Plowe; Vice-President, Edith 
Love; Treasurer, Marrs Shoop, and Secretary, 
Bertha Baughman. A Halloween Party at the 
Women Teachers’ Club was but a forerunner 
of the year's social events. 

We, the Seniors, entertained the 10’s at a 
masquerade, when the pretty little Dutch girls, 
the Spanish maidens and the “would-be” fairer 
sex mingled with gentlemen of color and 
clowns in one vast gay throng. 

All the girls of Bradley Hall, under the 
direction of their worthy dean, indulged in a 
Mock Wedding, which was not only a most 
joyous occasion, but proved how keenly they 
observe the actions and manners of the sterner 
sex. 

The senior sleigh-ride, though planned in 
the best of spirits, came to a sudden and some¬ 
what disastrous end, for one of our own num¬ 
ber, Ralph Seymour, met with a serious acci- 
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dent; which resulted ultimately in the severing 
of class ties. 

Attention, friends, the Junior party, a joyous 
good time with absolutely no dancing. Again, 
as Seniors we proved that the blue and white 
can t be downed for it floated from the flag pole 
and at the annual party it was much in evidence. 
Not harmonizing well with red and yellow, the 
latter had to go. Not first to decorate the new 
gymnasium, yet we were “still on top.” 

The reception given the faculty and seniors 
by Doctors Ashman and Burgess at the home 
of the former was a most enjoyable affair and 
has become another pleasant memory. 

A small portion of our history is still unwrit¬ 
ten. We are looking forward to the class play 
and the affairs of convocation week after which 
we shall no longer be students of Bradley Hall, 
but with some degree of pride shall enter the 
ranks of the alumni; and 

Of all the pictures that hang on memory's 
wall, 

That of '09 at Bradley seemeth the best 
of all. 

Edith B. Love, ’09. 

if 

TWENTY YEARS HENCE. 

How time does fly! It does not seem possible 
that twenty years ago I left Bradley. Since I 
have been taking care of my Uncle’s estates in 
Germany, near Munich, I have almost lost 
track of all my old classmates. 

In March of this year, I mysteriously received 
a "Tech” for January, 1929. I did not know 
any of the people mentioned there except a 
Mr. Carl Pfeflfinger. According to the paper 
he was the new director at Bradley, taking the 
place of Dr. Burgess, who retired on half pay, 
but I thought that there must have been a 
mistake. But it was Carl allright, for he was 
o take charge of the fourth year French class, 
as he had great ability in this line. 

The paper also mentioned something about 
a Miss Louise Marvin Helmbold, going to 
Galesburg to live. I had better add that she 


Our Clothes 

Are made and priced to bring 
you back again, again and &£ain. 

In fact, when ever you become 
acquainted with our apparel, you’ll 
never go elsewhere. Our $20 
Suits are certainly trade builders, 
worth $25. 



Established 1854 


Music in Your Room 



Enjoy Music? Of course! 

Then you would enjoy 

A Victor Talking Machine 
or an Edison Phonograph? 

We are the largest dealers in Peoria* 
You are always welcome. 

gbas. g. Adams $ go. 

324 S. Adams Street..Peoria 






















THE TECH 


15 


did not go there alone, as a Mr. S-went 

with her. 

About two weeks ago I had a most unex¬ 
pected and pleasant visit from an old friend, Ed 
Cushing. Ever'since he wrote the Senior play 
at Bradley in 1909, he had a mania for making 
flying machines. Recently he made a success¬ 
ful model and was in France demonstrating it to 
the war department. Knowing my address, he 
paid me a flying visit. I scarcely knew him, 
for he wore a huge red beard, to conceal that 
hardened criminal look (as he said) so character¬ 
istic of his younger days. He brought with 
him his chief mechanic, Merrill Issaac Schnebly. 
I was very glad to see Merrill as he and I had 
been good friends while in school. He had 
intended to be professor of dietetics, but changed 
his mind and turned to machinery. Cush told 
me that the cause of this was an unfortunate 
love affair. 

As "Cush” was fresh from the old country 
he was able to tell me the doings of most of 
the "naughty niners.” Grover Baumgartner, 
he said, had started a dancing school at Potts- 
town. Grover's style of hopping around and 
carrying his partner under his arm had become 
very popular. 

Harry Schweitzer was the proprietor of a 
shoe-blacking establishment in Peoria and was 
having lots of trouble. He seemed to make 
money, but never paid his debts until the last 
moment of grace. I told Ed that I could 
diagnose the case. I believed that Harry had 
acquired the habit at Bradley of never paying 
his class dues and that now he could uot break 
it. Marie Knapp was the owner of a Millinery 
store in Pekin, with a branch store at Hollis. 
For several years she had been studying Filipino 
life and had just lately returned to her native 
city. I must not forget to mention that Susan 
Kellogg was the enterprising "manageress” of 
the branch store. I alwaps thought that Sue 
had talent in this line and was glad to hear that 
she had found her place. I was glad to hear 
also that Ed Munns had settled down as a 
gauger in the Great Western Distillery. He 
had tried running a Strawberry farm at Nome, 


Alaska, but could not make it work. While in 
Alaska he became very sick and Miss Constance 
Heckman, who happened to be there nursed 
him back to life again. When he was able to 
travel she hurried him back to Peoria, and they 
have been living in peace for several years at 
214 Peacock Street. 

I was surprised to learn that Frederick 
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Barbarossa Causey had gone west as a doctor 
of veterinary surgery. That he was making a 
success of it was shown by the fact that he was 
serving his eighth term as chimney inspector at 
Laramie, Wyoming. 

Now what do you think Edith Love and 
Erma Donathan have done? Ed said that they 
had gone to India as Missionaries, two years 
ago. Both had been disappointed in certain 
very important matters and gone to India to 
drown their sorrow. Cush said that Edith had 
beaten the Rajah of Jeypor at tennis but I’ll 
bet that he dreamed it. 

Lucius Fritze had given up the "pokin” 
business and was now head of the Peoria High 
School's Chemistry department. Fritze had 
really invented a pipe stretcher and had pre¬ 
sented Bradley with a sample copy. He had 
also made a name for himself by a masterly 
thesis on "The Radio-chemical activity of 
Methyl-Alcohol as compared with that of 
Absorbent Cotton/ 7 

"Jack” Cooper was a member of the State 
Legislature, an Alderman in Peoria, and was 
running for United States Senator. The chances 
were that he would lose his Aldermanic job 
as David Harris was running against him for 
the next election. Dave was financing an 
establishment similar to Pete Weast's historic 
place, and was making a success of it, if auto¬ 
mobiles, a fine home and the like are trustworthy 
signs. Who said preachers' sons couldn't get 
along ? 

Irene Lidle had become a deaconess and was 
working at Oak Hill. That was the last thing 
I had expected of her. But then I saw the 
reason when I learned that "Had” was a 
Unitarian minister at the same place. 

I was gratified to hear that Roy Keller was 
behaving himself and not smoking stogies as in 
his early days. He has been sitting in Morris 
chairs for several years and hopes to continue 
to do so. He was a speculator and his latest 
feat was to corner beans. 

Cush read me a letter from Bob Plowe, 
which contained several interesting items. Bob 
was a rug merchant in Smyrna, Turkey. He 


was stumping around on a wooden leg, having 
lost one in a recent Mohammaden uprising, 
but he wrote that he could kick harder than 
ever. 

Bob said that a lady with German features 
and an Egyptian name had called on him for 
aid the other day. He thought that her face 
was familiar and discovered that she was for¬ 
merly Miss Melitta Magaret, now Princess 
Zeneba of Egypt. She had been making a 
tour of the world, as a clairvoyant, fortune 
teller, and mind reader, but one of the "spirits” 
in her company absconded with the cash box. 
She made a bargain with Bob to tell him his 
fortune if he would give her a ticket to America. 

Just at this point a messenger came for Cush 
so the latter left for town immediately. 
Schnebly staid and I managed to get him to 
tell me a few things although he was sleepy 
and wanted to go to bed. 

I asked him about "Willie” Hudson, and 
whether he still fed himself with a food pusher 
or not. "Oh/ 7 Merrill said, "he was arrested 
for counterfeiting in 1915, jumped his bail and 
escaped to South Africa. The Boers there 
refused to send him back and gave him a job. 
I guess he’s there yet. 77 

"Fred Lindeburg had become a bartender in 
Harris' ‘Thirst Parlor.' 77 He started out as a 
piano-tuner, then tried working on a railroad, 
selling books, and finally drifted into his present 
position. 77 

Vivian Boniface was the new president of the 
Widows Association of the Japanese-American 
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War. At their last convention she had her 
salary raised to $12,000 a year with traveling 
expenses. She had been traveling ever since. 

Hazel Brown was teaching school in 
Kentucky. Her specialty was Latin and Greek. 
According to reports she was very strict and if 
she caught any of her pupils riding "Ponies” 
to class, she flunked them. 

Anna Bibo has charge of the newspaper and 
cigar counter at the Lud Hotel. She took this 
position some two years ago and since then the 
hotel has been enlarged. Evidently she has 
made a "hit.” 

Frank Werckle was. in New York taking 
lessons on the bass and snare drums. He had 
just joined the Salvation Army and was sent to 
New York to make himself useful. 

Bertha Baughman was no longer Bertha 
Baughman. Merrill could not remember her 
new name but said that she seemed to like it 
very well. 

Ella Westlake was the chief book-keeper at 
Kirby’s Ten Cent store. She was a very stern 
lady. Pickles were her favorite food and she 
still ate her pie with a knife. 

Olive Balcke was an old maid, but she didn’t 
seem to care about that. She was making her 
living selling tooth powder and false hair in a 
little store near Bradley. 

I asked as to what had become of Glenn 
Ebaugh and nearly fell off my chair when I 
heard that he was a deacon in the Mormon 
church at Salt Lake City. Poor Glenn, he 
must have had a sunstroke or something of the 
sort. 

As we were going into the house Merrill 
asked me if I had heard the latest. I said I 
had not and asked what it was. "Well,” he 
said, "Bernadette Cashin is engaged to some 
duke in England.” I told him that I wasn’t 
surprised at that so much. But he didn’t agree 
with me. As I tumbled into bed I kept think¬ 
ing of the old days and wished that I could be 
back again. But each one has to do his own 
work and I knew what mine was so I deter¬ 
mined to keep at it till the end. 

William Marrs Shoop, 1909. 
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LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT 
OF THE CLASS OF 1909. 

We, the class of Nineteen Hundred Nine, 
being of “mens sana in corporesano” and sadly 
realizing that we are about to shuffle off the 
mortal coil of our existence as a class, declare 
this to be our last will and testament, hereby 
revoking all former wills made by us. 

Item 1. To Meta Becker we will and be¬ 
queath the keys of knowledge which are now 
in the possession of Merrill Schnebly. 

Item 2. To the class of 1910 we bequeath 
the privilege of bringing into subjection every 
Junior who in any way tries to prevail over his 
Senior brother. — 

Item 3. To Gordon Kellar we do will and 
bequeath Edward Cushing’s great talent in 
oratory, which has won fame for the class of ’09 
and which will go down in the annals of history. 

Item 4. To Lynch Conway, we bequeath 
the athletic feats of Glenn Ebaugh, as recorded 
at every track-meet. 

Item 5. To Harry Klotz we do bequeath 
the marked debating ability which Frederick 
Causey displayed in the Bradley-Eureka debate. 

Item 6. To Roy Carson we bequeath Carl 
Pfeffinger’s speed in finding the meaning of a 
word in the Century Dictionary. 

Item 7. To Myra King we bequeath the 
merry twinkle in the eyes of David Harris and 
Anna Bibo. 

Item 8. To Paul Welles we bequeath the 
entire charge of the Chemistry store room, 
which office has been so ably filled by Harry 
Schweitzer. 

Item 9. To Charles Atwood we do will 
and bequeath Roy Keller’s equanimity of spirit. 

Item 10. To Amy Keithley we bequeath 
Hugh Cooper’s argumentative style of class 
work and the critical nicety of his analytical 
eye for minor points that arise for discussion. 

Item 11. To Carl Traeger we bequeath 
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A. G. SPALDING 
=& BR0S.= 



The Largest Manufacturers in the World of 


OFFICIAL ATHLETIC SUPPLIES 

Base Ball, Foot Ball, Golf, Lawn Tennis. Basket 
Ball, Hockey. Official Implements for Track and 
Field Sports. Uniforms for all Sports. 


Spalding’s Handsomely Il¬ 
lustrated Catalogue of all 
sports contains numerous 
suggestions. Send for it. 

ITS FREE! 


A. G. SPALDING & BROS. 


126 Nassau 
149 Wabash 


St., New York 
Ave., Chicago 





Walter Wyatt, M. D. 

102 South Adams Street 

Over Clarke & Co. 

Peoria, Illinois 


PHONES: OFFICE. MAIN 3877; RES., MAIN, 3572 


Practice Limited to Diseases of EYES 
and Fitting Glasses 
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the good-natured and jovial disposition of Gro¬ 
ver Baumgartner. 

Item 12. To Grace Wead we bequeath 
Hazel Brown’s punctuality to classes. 

Item 13. To Benita Hale we do will and 
bequeath the avidity with which Susan Kellogg 
tackles heavy courses. 

Item 14. To Louise De Lent of the poet’s 
dreamy eye, we do will and bequeath the favor 
of the poetic Muse, whose genius has guided 
the pen of our beloved Melitta Magaret. 

Item 15. To succeeding classes of Bradley 
Institute we do, with reluctance, will and be¬ 
queath the Gymnasium from which such anti¬ 
cipatory pleasure and profit have been derived 
by the class whose life is so nearly at an end. 
May we venture to hope that the joy of the on¬ 
coming classes in the new gym may not be the 
ethereal joy of expectation, but built of the 
sterner stuff, realization. 

Lastly: To the class of 1910 we do will and 
bequeath the title of Seniors, which we have 
borne with such pride and lifted to so high a 
degree of renown, since its bestowal upon us 
by the preceding class. May the class of 1910 
preserve its fame and guard well its dignity. 

In witness of this document we have here¬ 
unto set our hand and seal in the presence of 
witnesses. 

The Class of 1909. 

We the undersigned do hereby certify that 
the above document was declared by the class 
of 1909 as and for its last will and testament in 
the presence of us who have subscribed our 
names as witnesses thereof. 

“T. Bear” 

“B. ’Possum” 

Witnesses. 

Louise Helmbold, 1909. 

if 

Miss Duncan, in German 2—“Oh wake up 
somebody.” Just then the alarm clock went off. 


TECH _ 

Headquarters 

for.... 

Novelties 
and Wedding 

Gifts 

The 

F. H. Pfeiffer Crockery Co. 

318-320 S. Adams St. 

We aim to always carry the latest Novelties in 
CHINA and GLASS 

Ices, Ice Cream Pure Candies 

Cbe Colonial 

416 MAIN STREET 
PEORIA, ILLINOIS 
Phone M ain 1821 

Teas, Luncheons Refreshments 


WM. HASSEL 
Gentlemen’s 
Tailoring 
2 2 2 
Main 
St. 
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RicbolsonBros. 

Ipbotograpbcrs 

We will give Bradley Students a discount from our 
regular prices, and guarantee the photographic 
work hot to be slighted on that account 

107 Sooth Jefferson, opp. Niagara Hotel 


ROLLAND C. BUCKLEY, 

Pres.-Treas. 


J. E. McMEEN, 
Sec.-Mgr. 


The McMeen 
Electric Company 

Electric Contracting 
and Supplies 


602 Main Street 


Peoria, Illinois 



JOHN C. STREIBICH 

SOLE DISTRIBUTOR 
FOR 

Herring-Hall-Marvin Safe Co 

Burglar and Fire Proof 

WALL SAFES 

Vault Doors and Steel Safes 

301 to 305 South Washington Street . . . Peoria, Illinois 


PROMPTNESS ACCURACY 

Both Phones 403 

edw.BineSCo. 

EDWARD HINE L. W. FEUCHTER 

PRINTERS 

PUBLISHERS BINDERS 
ALWAYS THE BEST IN EVERY BRANCH 
307-309 S. Washington St., Peoria, Ill. 


D. J. FURREY 

PRESCRIPTION 
DRUGGIST . . . 


MORSE'S FINE CHOCOLATES 
SCHOOL SUPPLIES 
STATIONERY 

S, E. Corner Main and Elizabeth Streets 


HAIR DRESSING 
MANICURING 


TOILET ARTICLES 
A SPECIALTY 


MRS. K.L. GOODMAN 

DEALER IN FINE 

French Hair Goods 


405 Main Street, 2nd Floor, Peoria, Ill. 

Phones: Bell Line Main 1123; Independent I 123 


Cole Bros. 

Florists 

Fifty Houses devoted exclusively 

to 

Cut Tlowers 


409 MAIN STREET 

Both Phones 589 


1921 PERRY AVE. 

Telephone Main 90 
























Better 


Better 





Pri nti ng 


Better 



An Easy Problem 


Better Type Faces 
Better Composition 
Better Paper 

Better Presswork_ 

Result—BETTER PRINTING 


THE BEEHIVE PRESS 

424 FULTON STREET, PEORIA, ILLINOIS 



Priii ti ng 


Better 


P h 


9 7 0 



Printing 


Pr inti n g 


Eugene Plowe, Pres. Harold Plowe, Secy-Treas. 

flkoria 

Conservatory of ABusic 

Eugene Plowe, Voice 

Harold Plowe, Violin 

Claudia Elyda Burkhalter, Piano 

Bernice B. Ellis, Voice and Piano 
Estella Van Home, Elocution 

Call, or send for catalog 




(lb. 




trefzger's 

.SPECIAL 


S> V 


S THIS LABEL GUARANTEES QUALITY SS 

LOOK FOR THIS LABEL 
BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES 


THE 

HOME SAVINGS 
AND STATE 
BANK 

333 SOUTH ADAMS STREET 

Under State Supervision 
Solicits a Share of your business 
Interest Paid on Savings Accounts of $1 and up 


Peoria 

Tent and Awning Co. 

U9 MAIN STREET 

BOTH PHONES 877 

Floor Covering to Rent for Parties and Weddings 
Street Canopies to Rent for Parties and Weddings 
We Take Down and Store Awnings for the Winter 
































GENTRAL LIVERY GO. 

Line Garriages and Light Livery 

Both Phones 1423 O. J. BUTLER, Mngr. 

Picture Framing 

We've the largest and best picture framing department in the 
city! Also a new line of charming prints and pictures and 
college pictures of all kinds* 

COMSTOCK-AVERY FURNITURE CO. 


210-212 SOUTH ADAMS STREET 


JACQUIN & CO. 

C. LOVERIDGE 

321 MAIN STREET 

The Finest and Most Complete 

jflori’st 

Book: 

Floral Designs and Choice Cut Flowers 

and Stationery 

a Specialty 

Store 

Store, 402 MAIN STREET 

IN THE STATE 

Both Phones Main 209 Peoria, Ill. 


Young Men’s Swagger Suits 


Knowing how exacting is the young man of 16 to 2\ years in the matter of dress, 
we have made it a point to get styles to his notion— 
clothing that keeps pace with the new touches 
merchant tailors bring out* 

You can pick quickly—we have sifted out tbe 
styles, and you choose from the best* 

$10 to $25 for Suits and $12 to $15 for Top Coats 

Hunter & Strehlow 

Fine Builders' Hardware, Tools, Cutlery, House Furnishing Goods 
and Specialties, Stoves, Refrigerators, Gasoline Stoves and Furnaces 

114 South Adams Street, Peoria, Illinois 













